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I thought I would see him lying in bed, but he was sitting
in his writing chair in front of his table laden with books. On
seeing me, he rose from his seat and embraced me very lovingly.
His body had certainly become emaciated but he stood erect.
There was no weakness in his voice. He is 77 years of age and
yet he discussed every matter with lively interest like a 17-year-
old youth. When I praised his power of memory, he said: "Even
today my memory is as good as it was. So well do I remember
things of the days when I was just a child five years old that I
can describe those events just as they happened." Only recently
he has published his reminiscences. It took him nine years to
write them; he showed me the exercise books in which he had
recorded the incidents. The matter covers five or six books of
foolscap size. His handwriting is so clear and uniform that I was
moved to admiration. Nowhere did I notice evidence of the hand
shaking.

I asked him what he read these days. He replied with a
smile: "Shall I tell you? I am going through my reminiscences
for the purpose of a second edition. I want to make some changes
and additions. I have been told by the booksellers that all the
copies will be exhausted by the end of the year. I am, therefore,
getting ready [for a second edition]."

The conversation turning to the subject of his physical condi-
tion, he said: "I shall live to be 91. I still have so much energy
that it doesn't seem too long a period."

Bharat Bhushan Malaviyaji has fixed a hundred years for
himself. I, therefore, asked him why he did not fix the same
period for himself. "He replied: "I don't think I shall be able to
work that long, and I don't wish to live on after I have become
too weak."

He believes that the secret of his long life is his regularity of
routine, from which he never departed, and his habit of working
systematically. I had heard the story, and he confirmed it, that
in the course of his busy life he never missed his fixed train every
night by which he returned to Barrackpore, He says: "I at-
tached as much importance to regular rest as to tireless work in
public service. Hence I regard failure to take a night's rest as a
sin of failing in the duty of service."

FROM PALACE TO HUT

Wherever I go, the poor are always with me. They seek me
out wherever I may be. No one had been informed about my trip
to Barrackpore. I did not know that there were labourers living